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“INDEPENDENT U.S.A 


It costs a great deal to 
make one thing at a 
time—to supply the 
need of one man, one 
woman or one family. 


But it costs propor- 
tionately very “ttle to 
make enough of the 
same thing to supply a 
hundred million people 
or a reasonably large 
part of the hundred mil- 
lion. 


That is why you can 
get many things very 
cheaply that you could 
not get at allif they were 
made for you alone —or 
for part of the people in 
your town or your state. 


That is why every 
progressive American 
manufacturer thinks 
first of the hundred 
million and tries to sell 
to every one of them 
that possibly can use his 
product. 


He aims at vo/ume of 
business because he 
knows that every in- 
crease in quantity cuts 
down his manufactur- 
ing cost, enabling him 







to lower prices or im- 
prove quality, which 
in turn will add to 
his volume and cut 
down his making costs 
again. 


It isan endless chain: 
more volume—less cost 
—lower prices or bet- 
ter quality—more vol- 
ume—less cost again— 
and so on. 


But this chain could 
never be made without 
national advertising and 
trade-mark identification 
because these two forces 
are the things that 
make vo/ume possible 
—the six-cipher kind of 
volume—the only kind 
that is recognized as 
volume in these days of 
big figures. 


Trade-marks and na- 
tional advertising are 
the two most valuable 
public servants in busi- 
ness to-day. Their 
whole tendency is to 
raise qualities and stan- 
dardize them, while 
reducing prices and sta- 
bilizing them. 
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EK D I 
The Ford Joy Ride 
ENRY FORD is sorry he undertook 
his peace mission. 

The party which was to settle the dif- 
ferences of warring nations—apparently 
without their consent or co-operation—has 
turned to a farce. Between quarrels among 
the missionaries on their way, games of 
leapfrog, and such dignified pastimes as 
initiations into the Order of Vacillating 
Sons and Sisters of St. Vitus, alternated 
with sight-seeing trips and petitions from 
the female contingent for new gowns from 
the Leader, the general odor of joy-riding 
that permeated the enterprise from the start 
has been strengthened. It was all foreign 
to an idea of great minds unselfishly associ 
ated on a mission of world-wide scope for 
universal human benefit 

Che Ford party probably had more amus« 
ment on their trip through Germany—if 
finally they took that trip—than at any 
other stage of the pilgrimage. It was an 
nounced that the German authorities would 
insist that none of the party should leave 
the train, which in effect was to be sealed 
as tightly as a sardine box; that no papers 
of any kind, no cameras, no opera glasses 
were to be carried, and that gold coin was 
taboo. 

There are others than Mr. Ford that 
regret the expedition. A large percentagt 
of the population of the United States is 
sorry it was entered upon. To be in a po 
sition which makes an appeal only to the 
risibilities of other nations is not pleasing. 
Elastic as the American Sense of Humor is, 
it has been seriously strained by the venture. 

Henry Ford was not the victim of mis- 
taken idealism. He had a commendable 
abstract thought, but his proceeding was 
Quixotic. Apparently ignorant of the cir- 
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cumstances under which the war is prose 
cuted and of the temper of those engaged 
in it, he has added to the unflattering con- 
ception abroad of America and Americans, 
without doing anything that will assist 
suffering humanity or eventually aid the 


cause of peace 
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WILLIE’S HEAVENLY DREAM 
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NAGGING 


A L S 


Half-Baked Ideas 

ANY OF the thoughts expressed in 
this outrageously - free-speech nation 
of ours ought to be sent by freight. It is 
eminently fitting that the founders of Amer- 
ican liberty remembered to enumerate in 
their catalogue of uncertain inalienable 
rights that glorious privilege of giving in- 
stantaneous and vociferous publicity to 

half-baked ideas and untenable opinions. 

Every time anybody of importance makes 
a move in the United States, everybody who 
can push a pen gives birth to a premature 
opinion about the advisability and conse- 
quences of such a move. No sooner are 
the headlines of a diplomatic note glanced 
at than there comes forth a hideous horde 
of malformed reflections from the brain of 
every editor, preacher, college professor, 
social worker, ex-candidate, lame duck, 
altruist and misanthrope in the land. And 
the long-suffering public has to read and 
assimilate. 

Why wouldn’t it be a good idea to estab- 
lish a compulsory moratorium of twenty- 
four hours on the payment of respects to 
governmental politics and the proposals of 
men who know what they are talking about? 


Brief Decisions 
"TSHE MAN who is in love with himself 
never has enough love to go round. 
ad 
Sudden wealth never yet made a man 
iny less a fool than he was before he got it. 
a 
\ man will never find his right place in 
life if he thinks somebody else is in it. 
« 
The man who is always so sure that he 
knows a good thing when he sees it is 
often taken for one himself. 


FOUND ON CUPID'S DART 
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Putter—There! Could you follow that, Caddie ? 


Medicinal Munitions 
HE PAPERS have it that the cod-liver 
oil which is being consumed in such large 
quantities in the trenches is not put to 
medicinal uses. 
The soldiers, in 
stead of applying 
it internally, are 
making external 
applications in 
the form of the 
propulsive power 
) behind the bullet. 
wm There are gly- 
cerine and other things in cod-liver oil 
which, when metamorphosed, produce high 
explosives. 

Not that I ever cared particularly for 
cod-liver oil; but it seems a shame to take 
that soothing emollient, which has calmed 
so many thoraces, and put it into a gun, and 
shoot men with it. It must be bad enough 
to be hit by a bullet; but to have, as one 
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falls, the consciousness that cod-liver oil is 
the basis of one’s affliction—is adding a 
highly unpalatable flavor to the transaction. 
One must beware of catching the genial cod 
hereafter. His liver, in the form of some 
“ite” or other, may turn again and rend one. 

Codfish per se would not make such bad 
ammunition. I would vastly prefer to face 
a forty-two-centimetre codfish-ball, for 
instance, than a shell of the same dimen- 
sions. It is the use of medicine for purposes 
of slaughter to which I object. Sans bullets, 
War will lose the last semblance of its 
doubtful glory. Imagine— 
“T sha’n’t forget the day 

When on the field I lay 

With a quinine pill where my belt-plate should 

ha’ been.”” Or, 
“In his ear was the shriek of the aspirin tablet 
hastening on its errand of death.” Or, 

“Blast the paregoric! Go ahead!” 

There’s nothing glorious about War under 
such conditions. 


Caddie—Y ep—wid th’ naked eye. 


A Sign 
“Do you think that Boggins has any sense 
of humor?” 
““Why not? He told me yesterday that 
he enjoyed being alone with himself.” 





ASKIN GAME 
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ERRANTRY 


By TERRELL 


KNIGHT 


IR LAUNCELOT, valiant knight of the Round Table, tiring 

of the grave’s inactivity, had come back to life—in America. 
It would be unjust to say that he had chosen to play the States 
for the same reason that the other English celeb- 
rities do—because of the higher pay. The good 
knight had not become tainted with the commer- 
cial spirit which now animates alike the lordliest 
duke and the coster balladist. Unsophisticated 
Launcelot, wotting not of Merrie England’s one- 
time militant maids, figured that more adven- 
tures were to be encountered in a new land. 

Just ahead of him on a busy street Launcelot 
observed a couple of maidens, or such he took 
them tobe. Knowing naught of the masseuse, Turkish bath, long- 
hipped corset or Doris Doembrown’s drugless fat reduction methods, 
he did not associate the matronly state 
with the maidenly figure. 

“Of a certainty,” reflected the knight, 
“they are comely, though a bit overbold of 
eye. Yet they may, like myself, be 
round-eyed with wonder at the strange 
sights. But methinks their habilimentsare 
most unseemly. Holloa! Mayhap here is 
work for Launcelot.”’ 

The girls were passing a group of cor- 
ner loafers. 

““Cheep, cheep,” chirped one youth. 
“Oh, you chickens,” called another. 

The girls giggled at each other and 
slackened their pace. Launcelot, grasping 
his (t)rusty sword, drew nearer. 

“Wait a minute, Black Eyes,” re- 
quested one of the youths who left the 


’ 


group. 

“T don’t know you,” she answered, 
glancing over her shoulder to be sure that 
he was following. 

“*Aw, you do. I saw you at the dance. 
My name’s Jack.” 

“Lots of fellows saw me,” simpered 
Black Eyes. “‘And I’ve forgotten them 
all.” 

“All but me,” bantered Jack. ‘‘Who’s 
your yellow-haired pal? My friend, Ed, 


wants to know her.”’ pay for itself in fines! 


IN THE 


LOVE HOLLIDAY 





POULTRY AGE 


“Tt’s none of his business who I am,” tartly responded Yellow 
Hair. 

“*Never mind,” said Ed. “I can call you ‘girlie.’” 

“And get called down!” 

“By my halidom!” swore Sir Launcelot, gripping his weapon 
tighter. ‘The scurvy knaves had best beware.” 

“Well, how would ‘honey’ do?” chaffed Ed. 

“The idea!” exclaimed the girls. ‘‘ You are a fresh one,” added 
Yellow Hair. Ed laughed. “I have to be: I’m in the egg business.” 

The chivalrous adventurer’s wrath burst bounds. 

“Ye dirty varlets!” he roared, advancing upon them. “Get 


, 


hence.” 

“Look at it,” jeered Ed, to the accompaniment of snickers from 
the girls. “‘Who left the museum door open?” 

Disdaining to use the point upon such puny opponents, Launce- 





Farmer Greene—So you think this here highway should be improved, jedge ? 
Judge Brown—Why, certainly. If we had a road here that motorists could speed on, it would almost 
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Horatio—What's on your mind, old man ? 
performing geese act. 


lot went at them with the flat of his sword blade. Despite futile 
attempts at resistance’and feminine shrieks, he had landed _ several 
smart raps when—thwack! a locust club landed upon his helmet 
from the rear and the good knight went 
down, dazed. 

“‘Waddya mean, startin’ a rough 
house on my beat?” bellowed Patrolman 
Hogan. ‘‘ Who started ut?’’ he demanded 
of the girls. 

“He did,” they chorused indignantly, 
pointing to the prostrate knight. ‘“‘We 
was just walkin’ along talkin’ to our 
gentlemen friends, when the old freak 
butts in and begins lambastin’ them 
over the head.” 

Launcelot listened in amazement. 

“Who the divil are yez, innyhow?” growled the officer. 

“‘Launcelot, of the Round Table,” replied the defender of the 
fair, rising with dignity—and a throbbing head. 

‘“*Must be a new kind of cabyray performer,’”’ muttered Hogan. 
Turning to the girls: “‘Do yez want to prosecute?” 

“Mercy, no!” gasped Black Eyes. ‘If our husbands was to hear 
of this——!” 

“Yer lucky, Mr. Tin Pants,” congratulated Hogan. ‘Now 
beat it back to yer feed parlor. Git a move on!” 

“Verily,”” mourned Sir Launcelot. ‘Times have changed.”’ 








Horatio—What's the grouch then? 
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Polydore—After six months out of work, here | get an offer of an engagement for my 


Polydore—I' ve—I've eaten ‘em. 


Pink Overalls 
WING to the scarcity of certain dyestuffs, rumor hath it, our 
workmen will soon be reduced to pink overalls. A simple 
enough statement in itself; but the fact has other possibilities 
connected with it. 

The esthetic is never connected with labor. In the sweat of 
honest toil Art is drowned. The beauties of nature are of no con- 
cern to the earnest man who is busily employed in marring those 
same beauties with a pick. The song of the robin is lost in the clamor 
of the riveting machine. And now we are to clothe our sturdy 
laborers in pink—esthetic pink! Delicate pink! The color of the 
maiden’s blush; the tint of the wild rose! It can’t be done! 

Overalls in any other shade would get as soiled; but I cannot 
gaze with equanimity on the vision that rises of Patrick O’Dough- 
erty shouldering his shovel and sallying forth to work on the Ninth 
Avenue sewer clad like rosy-fingered Eros. If the color of overalls 
must change, make ’em green, yellow, black—anything but pink! 


What’s this that I see as the sun sinketh low, 
And sheds his long rays over city and plain? 
A sprinkling of roses? A cherry-bloom snow? 
rhe gleam of a rainbow that shines after rain? 
Or say—can it be that there comes to my view 
A peach-blossom shower strewn down from the bough? 
No— it’s knocking-off time for the skyscraper’s crew, 
And workmen are wearing pink overalls now! 
F. Gregory Hartswick. 
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BIG TOWN SAYINGS 
By Our Own Ed Howe 


HEN A MAN travels his vision broadens. 

merchant in this town has been almost to Rochester, and 

talks learnedly of Western life and customs and is looked upon as 
an oracle when it comes to his pet topic. 

The saying, “It is better to wear out than 
rust out,’’ does not hold true of the big town 
latchkey. 

The champion typewritist can make the type 
hit the paper eleven times a second, so it is 
said. Instead of being praised and honored she 
should be arrested for speed madness. 

There is no such thing as the so-called “ tired 
business man show,” for the reason that a real 


A suspender 





business man never admits that he is tired. 

Nobody has ever gone to the trouble to find out who invented 
the brick, yet no human benefactor is more deserving of a monu 
ment. The brick not only makes man’s path smooth in town, but it 
shelters him against the cold of winter, and in case of argument it 
provides an ever-handy weapon which cannot be beaten for efficiency 

When men began to bet hats instead of wives, civilization’s first 
real advance was made. 

A steel worker sat next to me at luncheon the other day. We 
had a few minutes’ conversation, and he imparted the information 
that while he can balance on a 
girder four hundred feet above 
the pavement, he cannot ride 
backward on a train without 
getting sick. 

A farmer merely plows up 
his land in the spring and fall, 
but big town people have their 
streets torn. up all the time. 

There are two “getting 
along” things which the big 
town dweller soon learns by 
heart. One is how little he can get 
along with, and the other is how 
much he can get along without. 

Hanging to street-car straps 
pulls coats out of shape, but 
this makes work for needy 
tailors and keeps money in cir 
culation; hence the street-car 
strap contributes directly to big 
town prosperity. 

What has become of the old- 
fashioned man who used to jump 
off high bridges for a living? 

—Arthur Chapman. 





The Housemaid 
HE HOUSEMAID, wears short skirts, which leads us to believe 
that the disease called ‘‘housemaid’s knee” must be very 
becoming. The housemaid goes around the house very quietly 
not even disturbing the dust. 

The housemaid’s chief duty is to pick things up—which she does 
very quickly. By the time she has picked up thirty-eight hairpins, 
four combs and a barette or two, and has emptied nine badly crushed 
cigars from the ash receiver, the news of the engagement does not 
strike her in the nature of a shock. 

The housemaid likes to read vapid fiction, see empty plays and 
talk scandal. In fact, in nine cases out of ten, she is in no way 
superior to her mistress. 


Cooks 

OOKS may come and cooks may go—but mostly the latter. 

A cook in the kitchen is worth twenty-seven in the Employ- 
ment Agency. 

Too many cooks spoil the broths, meats, vegetables and pastry. 

The wages of cooks are death—to incomes. 

rhe old-fashioned cook, the one who used to get up the meals, 
wait on table, wash the dishes, tend the children and do the family 
washing isn’t a cook any more, she’s a retinue of servants. 

A cook refuses to marry beneath her police station. 

Any cook knows her place and she is firmly convinced that it 


isn’t the kitchen. Hayward Bartlett. 





First speculator—Now take P. D. Q.—that, for the money, | call a good buy. 
Second speculator—Yes—for the money—good-bye. 





SOME 


No Longer an Amatory Amateur 
“NO: I won’t flirt with you,’ Miss 
Cadesby told young Greegus se- 
verely. ““You’re no amateur; you're dis- 
— eat qualified.” 
“How so?” queried 
the puzzled youth. 
“Why, when you 
spent a week at the 
Yapps’ country place 
and held hands with 
the eldest daughter, 
you accepted board 
and lodging.” 






} 
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A Fellow Feeling 
“My son-in-law—” began Cyrus K. 
Savage, ‘““—that worthless hound my daugh- 

ter eloped with——” 

““Eh-yah!” sympathetically interrupted 
J. Fuller Gloom. “At one time I set a 
steel trap in the cellar to catch a rat, and 
when I took a look next morning I found I 
had acquired a skunk. I know exactly 
how you feel.” 


Stand Pat 
“Did you make any resolutions New 
Year’s?” 
“No; all my bad habits are so delightful 
that I don’t even like to fool myself with 
the idea that I am going to break them off.” 


BOD Y’S 


An Appeal to the Muses 
WOULD not be a voiceless sigh 
To kiss her cheek as she goes by, 
I would not be the zephyr fair 
That dances gaily in her hair. 
I would not be the glove to rest 
Upon the hand that I love best. 


I would not be the bit of ground 

She treads on when she walks around, 
I would not be the jitney-bus 

That holds her form all-glorious. 
Nor e’en a bit of lace to win 

A resting place beneath her chin. 


Not I, O Muse! I’d rather be 
Myself—unalterably ME-— 

And wade right in all by myself 
And seize my share of that sweet pelf 
The Poets—all well-meaning guys 


Would win as zephyrs, gloves, and sighs. 


Maids wed not sighs, nor bits of lace, 
Nor yield to sunbeams full of grace; 
But ever since old Adam wooed 

Fair Eve in Eden’s solitude 

Have chosen good plain creatures who 


Know what they want—and take it, too! 


Hence, Muses fair, I pray that ye 
Will let me rest forever ME, 

And let the Poets, near and far, 

Be laces, gloves, etcetera, 

Unto their hearts’ content, while I 
Garner the grain for which they sigh. 


-——John Kendrick Bangs. 





DA RLi1NG 


Great Interpretative Dancers 
6¢ AS NEARLY as I can figure it out 
from pictures I have seen in the 
newspapers,” says Joshua Lott, “a great 
interpretative dancer is a girl who has a 
pretty face, a good figure, and can point at 
the evening star without using her hands.” 


It is the man who pm his best that isn’t 
out anything if he fails. 
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Mother—Well, never mind. 


Old Saws Re-Sharpened 


F AT first you don’t succeed, why try 


again? 

Never put off until to-morrow what you 

can’t do to-day. 

Be sure you are right, 
and then go ahead and 
find out you’re wrong. 

The world owes every 
woman a loving. 

Familiar hilarity 
breeds contempt. 

A man is known by the company that 
keeps him. 

Many a true word is spoken in gestures. 

Rome was not built in a day of municipal 
contracts. 

It is easier for the eye of a camel to pass 
through a needle than for the kingdom of 
heaven to enter a rich man. 

Whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he 
also rip. 

Owe no man everything. 

In the day of prosperity be joyful, but 
in the day of adversity considerable more. 

It is more blessed to give than to receive 
advice. —Douglas Mallach. 


Why 
“Did she turn green with envy?” 
“No; it wouldn’t have harmonized with 
her general color scheme.” 


Mother'll kiss the place and make it well. 


February 
HOUGH you may be stormy, very, 
Welcome, welcome, February! 


Shortest month of all the year, 

Gone before we change our scrawl, 
Yet you fill our hearts with cheer 

By the holidays you call: 


Valentine, the guardian saint, 
Comes to fill our souls with love, 

Bringing messages which paint 
Happiness of cooing dove. 


Lincoln, who by practice taught 
Destiny itself to sway, 

Comes again to public thought 
By his birthday holiday. 


Washington, the nation’s dad, 
Who was never known to shirk 

Any task the country had, 
Grants another day from work. 


And this fact let’s not forget: 
As it adds or takes our starch 
February, shortest yet, 
Earns as big a rent as March. 


So, as good things all are small, 

Let us chirrup and be merry; 

What if ’twere no month at all? 

Welcome, welcome, February! 
—A. Walter Uiting. 


The man who can not handle to-day 
is no match for to-morrow. 


Young sailor—O-o-0-oh! ye c-a-a-an't. 
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It's ins-i-i-ide ! 


Seen Service 





Teacher—Who is familiar with the battle . 
of Bunker Hill? 
Pupil—Well, ma’am, I guess I am. I’ve 
been a caddy for two years. 
‘ 
’ 
‘ 








Harrison—Her face is her fortune, | suppose ? 

Morrison—Y es ; but her tongue is her misfortune. 
It has beaten her face out of several good matrimonial 
investments. 
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** Now I'll know what the next one I lose weighs.” 


Egg View Notes 
RNY NEFF, our barber, who is always 
hustling like everything after more 
business, figures that if the growth of Tru- 
man Bilge’s whiskers gets any heavier, 
Truman will have to put on some shoulder- 
braces. 

While sitting behind the stove in Bill 
Waite’s grocery Wednesday afternoon, Lem 
Bushnell, our marshal, dreamt he went to 
a beautiful big-city burlesque show, but got 
to see only half of it, as Lem always sleeps 
with one eye open. 

Witt Larcom, who has been keeping 
company with Miss Caledonia Shirks ever 
since last week, would have started the 
romance before Christmas, only he was 
afraid that Caledonia would think that he 
had done it so he could get her a present. 

Each one of us gets puzzled once in a 
while. Nehemiah Knobrick’s long, slim 
watch-dog, generally considered to be one 
of the best all-night barkers in this neighbor- 
hood, keeps Nehemiah from sleeping even 
a wink, therefore Nehemiah don’t know 
right now whether to keep him, or present 
him to some total stranger. Nehemiah 
shrewdly announces that he don’t need any 
watch-dog while he’s awake, and _ it’s 
impossible for him to sleep while the animal 
in question spends his nights on the premises. 

Wes Weese is so bad off with rheumatics 
that he was unable to leave the house even 
Tuesday night while Ag, his wife, enter- 
tained the members of the Women’s Elite 
Social Club. —Leslie Van Every. 





“Yes or No” 

s¢A\ TOW, madam,” said the prosecuting 

attorney, as he shook one lean, 
long finger within an inch of the nose of the 
frightened looking little woman, who was on 
the witness stand for the first time in her 
life. ‘“‘Be so good, madam, as to bear in 
mind that you are under oath and that 
you are expected to speak the truth, the 
whole truth and nothing but the truth. 
You understand that, madam?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Then, madam, will you please tell the 
jury whether or not on the day the accident 
as the result of which the plaintiff is suing 
for damages occurred you were in a position 
in which you saw the defendant and the 
plaintiff, one or both, in person, with noth- 
ing to obstruct your range of vision with 
unimpaired eyesight, and if they were going 
in opposite direction or vice versa, and if 
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the street car in the case was going north 
or south and parallel to the vehicle in which 
the plaintiff sat or otherwise, and if you 
heard any outcry and by whom, male or 
female, and you are sure that you retained 
your mental equilibrium to the extent of 
not becoming excited, and if the horse 
driven by the defendant was going north 
or south or otherwise and, to the best of 
your recollection, proper care was taken by 
the drivers of both vehicles and were they 
in juxtaposition to each other or not. Now, 
madam, yes or no, and remember that you 
are under oath and that your reply will 
become a part of the court records. Now, 
madam, calmly and without bias, yes or 
no!” —Max Merryman. 


Different Rounds 
The ladder of success is not made up of 
one round of pleasure after another. 
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“Bout how much does it count towards goin’ to heaven, mother, if a fellow feels like sneakin’ out an’ 
goin’ fishin’ but doesn’t do it ?” 
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HEN I was young I took delight in doing things I shouldn’t 

do; I whooped around the town at night, the leader of a 
ribald crew. I broke into old Kickshaw’s shed, and kelptomaned 
his sitting hen; and graybeards looked at me and said, ‘‘He’ll 
end his journey in the pen.” 

I dyed old Farmer Jimpson’s hogs; they once were white, I 
made them blue; I tied tin cans to many dogs, and watched them 
raise a howdydo. With boyish zeal did I aspire to do things better 
left undone; I set old Wiggin’s beard afire, when he was sleeping 
in the sun. I placed a tack upon the chair on which the teacher used 
to sit, and laughed to see him tear his hair, and paw around and 
have a fit. All o’er the country wild and wide, my fame was thick 
as it could be, and graybeards looked at me and sighed, “‘ He’ll end 
upon the gallows-tree!” 

Then I braced up and ceased to play the tricks that brought me 
fierce renown; I studied hard both night and day, I took my books 
and held them down. I realized that life was short, and if a lad 
would put up grass, he’d have to cease to be a sport, and let the 
merry chances pass. My late companions used to come, and cry, 
“Oh, let us paint the grad! Without some fun this life is bum, and 
full of prunes, and punk and sad.” 

I sternly shooed the boys aloof, and said, “‘This is my busy 
day; I’m storing knowledge ‘neath my roof —just watch and see 
me put-up hay!” 

I kept my resolution strong, I studied days, I studied nights; and 
soon life’s prizes came along, and I climbed up to decent heights. 
My name was in the magazines, my picture in the Sunday sheets; 
and I had coin to buy the beans, and sundry other brands of eats. 

The graybeards marked me as I rose, those fine old men of sense 
and wit, and they exclaimed, “‘ Just look at those! We always said 
he’d make a hit! His young career we marked with joy, his forward 


march that naught could stop, and said, when he was but a boy, 


‘That lad is bound to reach the top!’” Walt Mason. 


When a Joke Is No Chestnut 
“It has been a long time,” says the charming young lady, gazing 
at the box of marrons glacés in the confectioner’s window, “since I’ve 
heard any one call a joke a ‘chestnut.’” 
“Is that so?” bitterly asks the young man at her side. “Well, if 
you had ever tried to sell enough jokes to buy a few chestnuts, you’d 
understand that.” 


Exchanging Views 
First boy—My paw says he’s sick over paying his income tax. 
Second boy (proudly)—Well, he ought to be like my paw. He 
says he doesn’t have to pay any. 


; Opportunity, Esq. 

ee is an eccentric party who is very reluctant 
about showing his face to some people, while with others he 

is on the most intimate speaking terms. 

To most of us he shows his back, just after his coattails are out 
of reach. 

I have spent most of my life studying the rear elevation of 
Opportunity. 

The strange part of it is that I have never come to recognize 
him in time even to yell at him and make him hear. 

I have gazed placidly at that public back of his, thinking of 
nothing in particular. 

Later I would ascertain that on that certain day and hour 
Opportunity had walked right by me in broad daylight. 

I had seen him, but didn’t know it was he. 

Once he was disguised as a panic—O, more than once!—when 
stocks went down and I was glad I had nothing invested. 

A year later I saw stocks that had been selling for a ditty during 
the panic, soaring; and I realized that if I had—— 

The same thing is probably happening just now. I am looking 
all around the horizon, and I see no trace of Opportunity. Yet he is 
probably in plain sight. And the geek I now think is he, and whom I 
intend going right up and speaking to and entrusting with my 
money, will probably turn out to be Opportunity’s well-known 
double, called False Alarm. 

Whenever Opportunity knocks at my door, I think he’s a col- 
lector, and I keep still. While whenever a burglar is jimmying at 
my casement I invite him in to stay all night, thinking he is 
Opportunity. Strickland Gillilan. 


The High Cost of Leaving 
After the House Party—Man leaving country place. Auto 
waiting. Servants gathered round looking for tips. 








Mrs. Hodge—I suppose every minister votes as he prays ? 
Mr. Podge—I hope not. They get paid for praying! 
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Helene—How did Dasher fare with the “ War Brides ” 


The True Optimism 
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I \ r comior ) 
Tver ) nsol inkl my curse 
Or rst heavier | 
But | e irom ebb tur ) 
And with Fortune once more a coquetter 
\m | tthet wuucht that there’s nothing I knov 
So bad that it couldn’t be better. 
Lee Shibpde 


Just For a Change 
Crawford—The janitor of our flat is going 
to give some kind of an entertainment 
L hope it will 


Crabshaw—For your sake, 


be a housewarming. 


These Modern Days 
“They have money, haven’t they?” 
‘I don’t know; haven’t seen them for 
about a year.” 


WILMINGTON COUNTRY .CLUB 


he purchased on Wall Street ? 


The Expense of Knowing People 
ave knowing a barber—five dollars a 
year. 
\ neighbor, say two dinners, an auto ride 
very third week and treats—forty dollars 


a a 
 - 


from forty to four thousand a 


\ny tradesman—about the same. 

\ friend, average—two hundred. 

\ close friend—one hundred. 

\nyone—average, fifty. 

The hermit spends practically nothing. 
How much do YOU spend? Think this 


Speedometer, 65 Then 

Briggs (his teeth chattering)—How f-f-fast 
can you go in this car? 

Griggs—l'll show you in about five min- 

utes. It takes about that long to get her 


warmed up. 


Minnie—He’s suing for non-support. 


Usurped 
‘é HAT’S this I see!” the bashful lover 
cried, 

\s, pausing in alarm before her gate, 
He saw within another, bolder man 

I-mbrace his Kate. 
“This,” laughed the maid, when once her lips 

were free, 

“You could not understand should I explain; 
And anyway I’m much too busy now 

Pray call again.” —Everett Henry Rupert. 


The Pinch 
First golfer (to clubmate who has just been 
trimmed woefully —Well, what’s your han- 
dicap? 
Second golfer—Honesty, mostly! 


Pretty Small 
Hewitt—What sort of a fellow is he? 
Jewett—Well, he will never have to say 
to his conscience, ‘‘How you have grown.’ 
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WONDER, dearest, if you will ever marry any of your 


ee 


‘é 
| suitors! 
“T wonder!” 

The query was Patience Crystal’s. 
Denham’s. 

“You don’t seem to like Denby Darrall.”’ 

“No. Brokers are queer—too sophisticated. Denby mixes 
business with sentiment, and his sentiment has the odor of the 
cabaret.” 

“Well, what is the matter with the Rev. Clarence Chubbe? A 
handsome man, with a fine charge, popular, and all that.” 

“But with a very limited viewpoint. And do you think you 
could tell from the grounds in a teacup the fortune of an ‘outsider’ 
who might marry into the church? Every blessed single woman 
in his congregation has marked him for her own, with the prejudice 
of every mother to the same end. Besides, the Rev. Clarence has 
already hinted as to the great work he could do—with money.” 

“You surely like Ballard Baldwyn. I’ve seen that, dearest.” 

“Who couldn’t like a man about town? I mean as an occasional 
diversion. Ballard is like a cocktail, stimulating for the moment. 
And he tells such amusing stories. And he has all the graces 
that gild attention. But he is like some professional actors. 


The echo Beatrice 


was 





He overplays his role. As a steady thing I am afraid he would 
be an affliction, dear.”’ 

“Are you really uninterested in any one? You have so many! 
How about the Hon. Percival Ponsonby-Bagge? What a great 
social opportunity he offers! And how eagerly many women 
would grasp it! Come, dearest, confide in me. Has he been at 
all sentimental?”’ 

“Quite. But I’ve parried. 

“Then you have a tendency 

“He amuses me. If I should marry him it would be out of sheer 
curiosity.” 

“A feminine failing; but matrimony soon satisfies it.”’ 

Beatrice laughed. ‘“‘But mine is non-essential. It’s only a 
curiosity to discover whether the Hon. Percival Ponsonby-Bagge 
ever discards his monocle.”’ 

“What a trifler you are! I don’t believe it. You'll marry him 
yet.”” An auto horn sounded. “Here he isnow!” And Patience, 
after a glance to the roadway, went toward the hall, while Beatrice 
for a moment sought a mirror 

The Hon. Percival was a week-end guest. It was his first visit 
to Glory Grange, though he had been a caller at Beatrice’s town 
He came in looking a bit upset as Beatrice met him. 


I want to see a little more of him.” 


” 


house. 





“A w-aw—is your chauffeur a racing man?” 
he asked, with a smile, after greetings. 

“Oh, that wasn’t my chauffeur, who is ill. 
That’s John Rudd. One 
of the family. Why?” 

“Aw-aw-aw—I say! 
But he did come along! 
At various points along 
the way, I really thought 
I should bounce out of 
the tonneau, don’tchu- 
know!” And the Hon. 
Percival indulged some- 
thing as near a smile as his habit permit- 
ted. His most pronounced demonstrations 
of mirth sounded like normal preliminaries 
to merriment. 

Beatrice had been widowed two years. 
She was all that any suitor could wish. 
She was a beauty, and in a monetary sense 
a capital prize. Something significant of 
her temperament was seen in a Clause in 
John Denham’s will, which left her his all 
without qualification. He had enriched her, 
as he said in that instrument, because she 
had made him happy. He was old and she 
was young and they had been married 
three years. Glory Grange, a magnificent 
country place, half castle and half chateau, 
was but a part of her holdings. 

Patience Crystal, Beatrice’s aunt and 
companion, was a handsome spinster who 
had let matrimonial chances slip from sheer 
timidity. And the longer she studied matri- 
monial variations about her the more satis- 
fied she seemed with her state. Yet she 





of the family,” had been John Den- 
ham’s favorite nephew. He was a 
polytechnic graduate, and had sur- 
veyed, landscaped and in mechanical 
details brought Glory Grange to a 
state of perfection. He could beat 
Denby Darrall at golf, and invari- 
ably humiliated the Rev. Clarence 
Chubbe at tennis, the clergyman’s 
only sportive dissipation. And he 
was as entertaining as Ballard Bald- 
wyn. With all the rest Rudd was a 
delight to the eye, and when that 
evening he led a successful game of 
bridge against the distinguished 
guest, Patience thought that if such 
a young man had crossed her path 
when she was younger she should 
have followed him, no matter where 
he led. 

In the morning Beatrice and her 
visitor took a horseback ride over 
the estate, and they were together 
much of the time until his departure. 
His poise was always faultless, and 
his monocle always in place. His 
talk was large, befitting a cosmopo- 
lite, and sentimentally gracious and 
stimulating, as of one who knew 
women. 

“You will come again?” Beatrice 
asked, as he prepared to go. 

“Why should I not? 


the station, if you don’t mind?” 


Aw-aw—it’s 





A NEWS CENTER 
New York girl—Half the world don’t know how the 
other half lives, Uncle Jabez ! 
Uncle Jabez—P’raps not in New York. But all yew 
gotter do in East Windsor Hill is ter drop inter Risley’s 
store fer ten minutes, and listen ! 


delighting here! 


“Oh, the regular chauffeur this time.” 


“Ripping!”’ he exclaimed. 


And off he went. 


Aw-aw—who drives me to 





Patience followed Beatrice into the library, where John Rudd sat behind a screen, 
reading. ‘Well, dearest,” asked Patience, “have you anything to tell me?” 

John Rudd fidgeted as he listened, and came out. Beatrice did not see him. 

“Yes. I’m tired of this fluttering from bush to bush. 
There’s only one man I care for. I’d marry him in a 
minute if he hadn’t a jealous disposition. I despise a 
jealous man!” 

“Which one is it? Who ishe?” Patience was so curi- 
ous she didn’t consider Rudd an interloper. 

“John Rudd.” 

In a moment Rudd had her in his arms. 
jealous,” he cried, kissing her. 

Beatrice released herself, blazing. ‘“‘Then why did you 
drive the Hon. Percival Ponsonby-Bagge from the sta- 
tion as though you wanted to drop him on the way?” 

Rudd laughed. “I just wanted to see if I could loosen 
his monocle!”’ 

“Well, did you?” 

“Loosen it? Why, he lost it, and I had to stop till he 
found it!” 

Patience, happily shocked, fled as they laughed and 
kissed together. 


assiduously spurred Beatrice toward matri- 
mony. 
John Rudd, substitute chauffeur and “one 


“I’m not 
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His Way 
“Why, Mr. Gloom, what is the matter? 


’ 


You seem in 

pain or—— 
“Pain?” snarled the pessimist. 

: is the way I smile!” 

ve Many of Them Do! 

‘Did you say he lived in New York day in and day eut?”’ 

“No, day in and night out!” 


“‘Confound you! This 





Bess—Is he a man who would sooner be right than president ? 
Belle—Er—not exactly ; but he would sooner be right than the King of Serbia. 











ALWAYS THE GENTLEMAN 


“I’m suah you'll pawdon the slight interruption, Grace, dear; but I could not let the 


remarks of this rufhanly person pass unnoticed!” 


Ye Dogburg Gazette 
ITTLE FIDO BINGLE, whose mysterious disappearance, as 
reported in Ye Gazette at time of our going to press last 
week, profoundly agitated this community, was discovered 
the next day asleep in his master’s whiskers, amongst which he 
had gone to frolic. 

Our esteemed fellow-citizen, Joth Gink, who owns forty-two 
of the finest dogs and puppies in Dogburg, moved into the resi- 
dence situate between Miss Lura Ling’s and Rev. Mr. Smith’s 
Tues. morning. 

Miss Lura Ling was removed to the Western State Hos- 
pital suffering from some form of nervous disorder Tues. afternoon. 


Rev. Mr. Smith left Dog- 
Gy 
Me 
dp. a; 


burg on Tues. night for a visit if 
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out of town, where he will / 
write his sermon for the com- 
ing Sunday. 

Ye Editor of Ye Dogburg 
Gazette has 5 fine new pup- 
pies at his home. 

There was a grand and 
thrilling fight between Herb 
Suzza’s bulldog Antonio and 
Doc Draper’s new bulldog, 
which he had not named yet, 
Wednesday noon in front of 
the P.O. Doc Draper’s dog Te 
died painlessly at the last, as hi Mil n® a 
Ye Doc administered chlo- “J™ fg) i 4) l] 
roform. ~~ LUE I i I} 

Miss Reba Luck did not — 
aitend school on Thurs. owing 
to an important gathering of 
285 dogs who were negotiat- 
ing some bones that got 
thrown into the street in front 
of Prof. Ferguson’s residence, 
which is on the way to school. 

Judge Weefberry’s twin 
dogs, Pest and Pestilence, got 





Abie—A fool and his money are soon parted. 


caught in a barbed wire contraption, feloniously 
arranged in front of Prof. Hall’s chicken-house, 
on Thurs. night. We shall say in passing that our 
best known and most aristocratic dogs are not 
to be interfered with. 

Dogburg welcomes to its midst Col. James 
Pokeberry, who moved into town this week with 
his 78 dogs and family. 

The late Ponto Bolingbroke was buried with 
honors from the family residence Thurs. p. m. 
Ponto was a grand, cultured and distinguished 
dog, and held the consecutive barking record of 
Dogburg, the same being 8 days and 9 nights. 

Ye Editor of Ye Dogburg Gazette has him a 
new cast iron hat, and finds it a pleasant conven- 
ience, as it both protects his Gray Matter, and 
cannot be detrimentally chewed by ye playful pup- 
pies of ye frequent callers at ye Editorial Sanctum 
of Ye Dogburg Gazette. —Fred. Ladd. 


Wasted Effort 

YOUNG married woman set out to convince 
the social circles of her newly adopted city 
that she was of aristocratic lineage and upbring- 
ing. She purchased an expensive book on the 
etiquette of the upper classes, took a course in auc- 
tion under Madame de Villiers, and steeped her 
husband in the philosophy and the diction of pink teas and formal 
dinners. What she could she bought on the deferred payment plan, 
and what she could not she borrowed from the neighbors. When 
all was ready she cut the grocery allowance to the point of dimin- 
ishing returns and hurled herself and her husband bodily into the 
Best Society. After two or three years of commendable effort she 
gravitated to the level of several other women who were doing the 
same thing, and lived unhappily ever after. An ounce of preten- 

sion requires more than a pound of cure. —A. E. Supb. 





No man ever gets to be so rich that he thinks he would be 
happier if he didn’t have so much money. 


Ikie—But not so quickly as a fool and somebody else's money. 
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HE HUDSON THEATRE has a spa- 
cious lobby, conducive to informal 
gatherings of outgoers for purposes 

of remarks, criticism, or the making of en- 
gagements at after-theatre resorts. So Iwas 
not surprised when, after struggling out of 
the pit—the roominess of the lobby is not 
carried out in the arrangement of the seats 

I saw the Critic holding forth to a small 
group of his satellites, who were evidently 
eagerly awaiting his judgment. 

I entered the gathering, for I wanted to 
find whether or not my views corresponded 
with those of my learned friend. 

“*Bunny,’” the Critic was saying, “is a 
very good play, until the last half-minute 
or so of its action. Then it becomes a poor 
play. What induced the author to tack on 
that absurd ‘happy ending’ is beyond me.” 

“T agree with you,” said one of the crowd. 
“It is nearly as innocuous as the first 
edition of ‘The Light that Failed.’” 

“And, unlike Kipling, Mr. Strong did 
not carry out his idea. To tell you the 
truth, I believe—I don’t know, of course— 
but I honestly think that the climax was 
added at the behest of the management,”’ 
replied the Critic. 

Arrived the Débutante, with a new even- 
ing-cloak, of which she was _ obviously 
conscious. 

“I’m so glad Sylvia didn’t marry that 
awful Lord Fromer,” she said. “I was 
terribly afraid that the play was one of 
those nasty things with a sad ending. I 
think people who like sad endings are posi- 
tively morbid!” 

The Critic looked uncomfortable. 

“But don’t you see,” he began, “that 
that climax was—well, horrid bad art?” 

“T don’t care,” replied the Débutante. 
“TI think when the happiness of people is 
being considered, art should be left out.” 

Before the Critic could recover from the 
shock of this astounding heresy, the Tired 
Business Man and Suburbanite arrived on 
the scene, arguing heatedly. 

“T think that was a darn poor show,’ 


, 





By CYRIL ANDREW 


the Tired Business Man was saying. 
“There wasn’t enough i 

“Lingerie, I suppose you're going to 
say,” interrupted the Suburbanite. ‘Now 
let me tell you what I think. I think it’s 
one of the best shows I’ve seen in years. 
The scenery was corking! And Lewis Stone 
was simply bully. And as for heart- 
interest—well, it was just running over 
with it.” 

“What I was going to say,” interposed 
the Tired Business Man, “was that there 
wasn’t enough diversity in the staging. I 
got awfully sick of that old bookstore.” 





PHOTO, MISHKIN, N.Y 
ONE OF JUDGE'S FAVORITES 
MARTHA HEDMAN 


Should * The Boomerang” leave us, we have the consola 
tion of knowing that boomerangs always come bac 
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“To one accustomed to the artis- 
tic triumphs of the Winter Garden and 
the Follies, I suppose the set would be 
rather monotonous,” said the Critic ironi- 
cally. “To me that was the most artis- 
tic bit of staging that I have seen in many 
a moon.” 

I silently endorsed his opinion. What- 
ever may have been the technical defects of 
the play, the staging was a triumph. 

The Débutante rescued the somewhat 
strained situation. 

“Who has seen ‘Katinka’?” she asked. 

The Tired Business Man took the bait 
with avidity. 

““Wasn’t Adele Rowland the funniest 
thing you’ve ever seen?” he asked. 

“Rather ordinary,” said the Critic. 

“Adele Rowland?” cried the Tired Busi- 
ness Man. 

“Heavens, no. She’s very clever. I 


“ mean the play itself. There’s nothing in it 


toshout about. The music’s good; the voices 
are better than one usually finds in a per- 
formance of that sort; the lines are at least 
passable. But the same may be said of 
almost any musical comedy that lasts more 
than a week.” 

“Well, I didn’t say I thought it was the 
finest thing in the world, or anything like 
that,” retorted the Tired Business Man. 
“T simply said that I thought Adele Row- 
land was good. But I'll add this: I thought 
the whole show was bully. That Walking 
Music Store stunt of Robins’ was mighty 
clever. And Samuel Ash has a peach of a 
voice. And the music’s good.” 

“That’s all there is to say about any 
musical comedy, isn’t it?’’ asked the Sub- 
urbanite. “If you go that far, you might as 
well say the thing’s a success and save all 
that breath.” 

“Well, I wanted to give my reasons for 
thinking so,” replied the Tired Business 
Man. 

“My dear chap,” said the Critic, “there 
is no recognizable reason under heaven for 
the success of any play.” 
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Zuschauerin (mitleidig)—Da zappelt endlich nach ‘ 
vier Stunden ein erbarmliches Fischlein an der Angel : 
oon G dieser grausame S ort! a i te ofjanacon- 
ee 3 7-7 eee The Noble Debtor 
Lady (compassionately)—There, after four Condolence .. seatemenaditi feiner Kerl ist er doch, der 
hours a miserable little fish is struggling on —_ pauvre vieux. on est bien touché! valch denke. er bezahlt nich?” 
the hook. Oh, such cruel sport! : i Catenin ig calpeuaabnee si naan ead of cae ne ee ecm Oe 
Fisherman—Are you pitying the fish, are My poor chap, we are so touched! nach Hause fahren.” 
you pitying the worm, or are you pitying “Fine! So am I, as you can see.” Tailor—The baron—he’s a fine chap. e 
me?—Fliegende Blaetter (Munich) —Le Rire (Paris). Valet—But I thought he never paid his 
, debts? : 
e-- pa ( * i Tailor—No, he doesn’t, but every time I | 

= <1 eN 7 tc take a bill to him he calls his carriage and 

1 e/a lets me drive home in it.—Meggendorfer 









Blaetter (Munich). 


—— 














Celebration of the Victory 


“Und jetz’, meine Herrn, bitt’ ich um die National- 
hymne_ stehend auswendig—damit aber der Text 


einheitlicher z’sammgeht, singt lieber jeder gleich von - : 
Anfang an: Juvivaliera!" For King and Country 


“And now, gentlemen, let us rise and sing The one—Good heavens, Wiggins, what 
from memory the national hymn—but in Dutiful As Usual have you been doing to your head? 
order that the words sound more unified, Imperturbable James—I don’t know The other—Well, you see, dear boy, a 
I suggest that everyone sings from the whether you would care to see them, sir, man has to show some patriotic feeling these 
beginning, la-la-la-la-la-la.”—Jugend but the Zeppelins have come.—Bystander days, so I’ve been and had a military haircut. 
(Munich). (London). —Sydney Bulletin. 


























THE MODERN WOMAN 


Suffrage Facts and Fancies 


By ANNA CADOGAN ETZ 


Onward Feminism Takes Its Audacious Way 


AN proposes and God disposes: it 

has been supposed that the world was 
running on this principle ever since it was 
announced by a founder of protestantism. 
But at the close of the year 1915 a highborn 
and beautiful maiden shatters the faith of 
a trusting world by announcing that she 
did the PROPOSING herself. It is the last 
bold note of rampant feminism. 

Well may the conservative shiver in his 
blankets as he wakes from his dream of the 
good old days when the wife of John Wesley 
meekly sat and took it while he exhorted her 
to “be content to be a private insignificant 
person” known and loved by God and him. 





“LOOKING THROUGH A GLASS, DARKLY” 


For the husband who found himself married 
to the arch feminist, in spite of his con- 
scientious scruples against being married 
t all, was even more boastful of not being 
permitted to propose than the woman whe 
beat him to it. The shift is thus shown not 
to be merely from old wives to new, but from 
old husbands to new as well. 


Lady Eglantine As a Model for Women 
ULLETS have broken the egg record, 
but their bones have flavored the soup 
kettle and their names are forgotten. Not 
so with Lady Eglantine, white leghorn 
maiden of high degree. She did more than 
bust the egg record. She did it at the psy- 
chological moment and achieved a world- 
wide fame. 

Anti-suffragists and militarists alike had 
long felt the need that Lady Eglantine sup- 
plied: A bright and shining light to hold up 
before women, tolure them on to unremitting 
devotion, to the process of reproduction and 
the leaving of politics to men. Therefore the 
scribes heralded abroad, so that all women 
might read: The great price set on Lady 
Eglantine and her eggs; the state in which she 











WHEN SELF-STARTERS WORE BOOTS 


Richmond Straight Cut Cigarettes 
were already known, even in those early 
days, as ‘‘that fine old Virginia cigarette.” 


“Horseless Carriages” have given away 
to «*Gliding Palaces’’ but your grand- 
father would tell you that it would 
be almost a sacrilege to try to im- 


prove good old Richmond Straight Cuts. 


Subtle ‘in richness and delicate in aroma 
—their «‘bright’’ Virginia tobacco. has 
an appealing, old-time taste which has 
never been equalled in any other ciga- 
rette. If you've never tried them—try 
them now. 


— 
“RICHMOND STRAIGHT “CUT. 


me —— a 


Cigarettes 


ed 
yr OR CORK TIP—15 Cents 


Besides the regular package shown here, 
these cigarettes are also packed in at- 
tractive tins, 50 for 40 cents; 100 for 75 
cents. These larger packages will be sent 
prepaid on receipt of price if your dealer 
cannot supply you. 


RICHMOND, Vineina,USA. 
wMlenv Gsrder 2) LIGGETTSMYERG TOBACCO CO. successon. 
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Full Flexible Morocco 


Always Trumps ! 


THE HOW BOOK 


Whenever in doubt, it answers instantly the questions that daily 
confront the Business Man, Farmer, Mechanic, Housewife. 

Besides giving information and practical suggestions on hundreds 
of subjects of general interest. 


Indispensable to Every Cilfy and Su- 
burban home, and Every Farm House. 


480 pages — Illustrated. 


Send $1.24 today and save 
60% on the Regular Price 


The Brunswick Subscription Co. 
225 Fifth Avenue 33 








New York 

















en 








Are You in Love? 


wea a silly question: Of course you are. Everybody is. With men 
it’s a fad. With women it’s a regular life job. Falling in love is the 
oldest of the recognized indoor sports. How old is it? Well, a wise old 
Buddhist, who sat all day with his legs and fingers crossed—said that it 
was older than the hills—older than man. He said that the big lizards used 
to feel it—also the sponges and the little invertebrate worms. 

And the greatest love of all—greatest because the most frequent, the 
most obstinate, and most ineradicable—is the love of SELF. This is a truly 
wonderful love, because it never wavers, never changes, never dies. And 
then, look how cheapitis! If you happen to love a beautiful lady, it imme- 
diately runs into theatre-tickets, taxis, bon-bons, suppeis, night-letters, 
“De you love a beautiful €2Tdenias. But if you love no one but yourself you are saving money, 
ne” every day—every hour. 


Whom Do You Love? 


oe a hard question to answer, that. Hard because folks love 
so many different kinds of people and things. Cut most people 
(no matter how mean and selfish and nasty they are) love some one. 
Some men love a blond and blushing debutante with long curly locks. 
Some women love a brunette artist, writer, or musician, with a pale, 
porcelain brow and a black, tawny mane. Some folks—nearly all of 
us in fact—love a smiling old lady, with white hair, a wrinkled fore- 
head and a pair of funny gold spectacles. Some love a wild boy at 
college; some love a dark little girl at boarding school—while some 
misguided people spend all the wealth and bounty of their love on a 
mere motor-car, a stuffy club, a picture gallery, an inbred dog, a 
gloomy library, or a silly bag of golf clubs. 


A Potion for Love 


gp sordid part oflove lies in the way that folks try to bribe it. They know 
that men and women are human—that their love can be bought—or com- 
manded—with gifts. Now here is the greatest wonder of all—a thing more 
miraculous than love itself. It is that there is one thing that will pry love 
out of anybody. A sort of universal, modern love potion. Itis really twelve 
thingsin one. It should be administered along about the first of every month. 
It never fails its wonders to perform. It works just as well with young girls as 
with mature women; with college boys as with grown up married men. It 
works with debutantes, artists, writers, old ladies (with those gold spectacles, 
through which there gleams that saintly look so peculiar to mothers) motor 
cranks, dog fanciers, book-worms, plethoric club-men, futurist picture 
buyers, and even with the most hopeless golf perverts. But, (and here 
is another miracle) it also works with the vast and swarming army of peo- 








“*A Little dark girl at school*’ 





. aa ane ple who love nobody but themselves, Indeed, it teaches them to love new 
giris”* 


Gods, to be untrue to themselves: to love Gods that are really worth loving. 


Are You a Lover? 


you are, and if you aren’t ashamed of it, why don’t you get into step with this 
ats 2. spirit; remove two of your favorite dollars from your little roll, and give the object 
of you affe tions (even if it’s yourself ) this modern love-potion. Send along those two 
miserable dollars of yours to 449 Fourth Avenue, New York, and secure Vanity 
Fair for her, or for him —or for your selfish self—for the rest of 1916. 
4. @\ P.S.—For the few benighted souls who may still be lingering in outer dark- 

ee UO). ~ ness, let us say: 
. . Vanity Fair is one of the newest successes in the magazine field. It is pub- 
** %, OSA x lished r-onthly at 25 cents a copy or $3a year. It is a mirror of life, original 

7 4 and picturesque; informal, personal, intimate, frivolous, unconventional, 

but with a point of view at once wholesome, stimulating and refreshing. 







*. by ° Take the cream of your favorite magazines of the theatre, sports, 
~ % %,? % *) books and art. Add the sprightly qualities of such publications 
. as The Sketch, The Tatler and La Vie Parisienne with some- 

% “e* &, thing of Broadway and Fifth Avenue—all within beautiful 
~ color covers—and you have a generul idea of Vanity Fair. 


Tear off the Coupon! 


























MARIE ANTOINETTE 


66th & 67th Sts. 





Broadway 
NEW YORK CITY 


SITUATED in the most convenient location in town. Modern in every detail, 


absolutely fire-proof, within ten minutes of the leading department stores, shops 
and theatres. Convenient to Pennsylvania and Grand Central Depots. 


Rooms, with Bath, $2.50 Per Day Up. Suites, $4.00 Per Day Up. . 
RESTAURANT OF UNUSUAL EXCELLENCE 
H. STANLEY GREEN ° ° 


Rooms, $1.50 Per Day Up 


Managing Director 














traveled, and above all, the deep respect felt 
for her by the community. 

By the process of suggestion women were 
invited to follow her example and become 
like her worthy of all honor, on the same 
principle that a small boy followed when, in 
order to increase the egg production of his 
flock, he hung in his coop in plain sight of the 
laying hens an ostrich egg, on which he 
wrote: “Keep your eye on this and do your 
best.” 


If They Don’t Vote How Can Suffrage 
Demoralize Women ? 

HEN the secretary of the state of 

California announced to the press the 
defeat of all the measures at the last referen- 
dum in his state, it further leaked out that 
but twenty-two per cent. of the registered 
list voted. “There now,” chirrups the 
anti, “what did I tell you? Doesn’t that 
show the weakness and folly of granting the 
vote to women?” 

Why of course it doesn’t. It was a 
proclamation of comfort to those persons 
who are afraid voting will corrupt women 
and cause them to desert their homes. The 
women stayed safe and uncontaminated in 
their homes, though legal voters. 

If it showed anything else, it proved, 
what many of us have suspected, that 
women are much like men, and that if an 
occasional wholesale desertion of the polls 
on referendum day is not an argument for 
disfranchising men it is not one for con- 
tinuing the disfranchisement of women. 


A Hazard of Matrimony 
ALLING in love and marrying, in the 
desire to live happy ever after, is no 
lightsome pursuit in these days. A woman 
must have her wits about her and her affec- 
tions propeily insulated or disaster may be 
her portion. 

A woman out in California heedlessly fell 
in love with a man and married him, only to 
find, when she went to register as a voter, 
that she had not only married her husband, 
but the British Empire as well, and was 
nothing more nor less than a British sub- 
ject. 

She appealed to the State court. She 
vowed that she was not and would not be 
a Britain. The State court denied her 
plea, and she appealed to the Supreme 
Court of the United States, and there her 
case rests. 

Women should marry, statesmen and 
preachers never tire of making the statement. 
Then why, ask the suffragists, don’t the 
legislators show a little of that zeal to abate 
the hazards of matrimony that they show 
toward the industries hazardous for men? 


Overheard in the Subway 
First suffragette (standing)—I wonder why 
the men don’t get up and give us seats, now 
that we’ve lost the vote for some time to 
come? 
Second suffragette—(also standing)—They 
still like to see women stand up for principle. 
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the least homesick. How is Tabby and the 
three gray kittens?—Penn State Froth. 


Then Why?—‘“Will you marry me, 
Ethel? My family is all one could wish 
for i 

“Then why do you want me?’”’—Jester. 


Sorry—Eloise—You have made a great 
impression upon me. 

Eloitus—I’m so serry. Tl not hold you 
so tightly next time.—Record. 


Exercise—Visitor—Do you give your 
dog any exercise? 

Owner—Yes, he goes for a tramp every 
day—Burr. 


Her Request—He—I want to tell youa 
joke about mistletoe. 

She—Be sure it isn’t over my head.— 
Widow. 


Did She See It?—He (telling joke from 
the “ Follies’””)—-Do you see the point? 

She—lf it’s what I think it is, I don’t, 
and you’re no gentleman.-—Jack o’ Lantern. 


In the Soda Parlor —S/e—Oh, here’s a 
Billy Burke Special. 1 wonder what that 
is?” 

He (with a scowl scanning the price list)— 
Twenty cents, if you know what that is!— 
Nebraska Awewan. 


Not Opinionated—‘‘So my daughter 
has consented to become your wife. Have 
you fixed the day of the wedding?” 

“T will leave that to her.” 

“Will you have a church or a private. 
wedding?” 

“Her mother can decide that.” 

“What have you to live on?” 

“T will leave that entirely to you, sir.””— 
Vale Record. 





An Anecdote and a Conundrum. 

John McGlynn, President of the New York 
Hotel Association and mine host of the 
Hotel Rensselaer, Troy, N. Y., in his amusing 
speech at the recent convention of the 
association in New York, told this: 

“They tell a story of some years ago at the 
Park Avenue Hotel, before the use of cash 
registers. Fred Reed asked his barkeeper one 
day if he ever took any money out of the 
drawer. The man replied that once in a 
while he took a little carefare. Reed said, 
‘Where do you live, Chicago?’” 

And this was propounded: 

“IT am going to ask you a conundrum: 
Question: What three words in the English 
language provide the most laughter? 

“Answer, William Jennings Bryan.” 
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Splitting Headaches— 
For No Reason At All 


HESE puzzling headaches are due fre- 

quently to intestinal absorption of toxic 

substances (auto-intoxication) without ap- 
parent constipation. 


Nujol is particularly valuable in such cases, 
because it has the property of absorbing and 
removing intestinal toxins, besides giving safe 
and effective relief in most cases of periodic 
and chronic constipation. 


Nujol is not a purge nor a laxative. It acts 
in effect as a mechanical lubricant. It prevents 
the intestinal contents from becoming hard and 
so facilitates the normal processes of evacuation. 


Most druggists carry Nujol, which is sold 

only in pint bottles packed in cartons bearing 

the Nujol trademark. If your druggist does 

not carry Nujol, accept no substitute. We 

will send a pint bottle prepaid to any point in 
the United States on receipt of 75c.— 
money order or stamps. 


Write for booklet “ ‘The Rational Treat- 
ment of Constipation.” Address Dept. 13. 


STANDARD OIL COMPANY 








(New Jersey) 
Bayonne ; New Jersey 
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FE KE’ PRESS CUTTING BUREAU 
ROM | will send you all newspaper 
clippings which may aj pear 
about you, your friends, or any subject on which you 
may want to be “up to date.” Every newspaper and 
eriodical of importance in the United States and 
urope is searched. Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices. 
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The Ideal Tour to Mexico, Panama, or the California Expositions is via 


N E W O R a E A N ~ **The Paris of America’’ 


Offering delightful variation from the Winter abroad, with afl the attractions of a Continental city 


Finest all-year hotel in the South. Perfectly ALFRED S. AMER & CO., Ltd., Props. 
appointed and accommodating 1000 guests 





The St. Charles 


SEND FOR FOLDER 
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tions, how about one for | 
the purity and — of | 
“The sip before dinner” 


CLUB COCKTAILS 


in all varieties have for years | 
been the selection of connois- 
seurs, who do not judge carelessly. 


— those good resolu- 


They base their preference on 
the smoothness and flavor due to 
correct blerding of highest grade 
liquors by experts and careful 
aging in wood. 


You will agree with their verdict. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 


Importers of the famous 
Brand's A-| Sauce 
Hartford 


New York London 





MAN’S GREATEST EFFICIENCY 


comes from having a well ror rithed, smooth runn.ng body — 
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ping hand. 
Lu briente all the — p-rts of body and brain. 


Nearest dealer or C. HM. Evans & Sons, Estab. 1786, Hudson, N. Y. 











wit today for our new 171 page free boo k“ The — 


of Law Training” It carries a vital and inspiring message 
ambitious man. Jf you know law, greater and 
pisses accomplishments are yours—in all lines of business as well as 

he profession itself. Master minds of the law will train you. 


Write Today for New 171 Page Book 


N dg me = Your copy of “The Power of Law ne is 
+ ou should read te Write for it now. It's free. 


Auaicun Conrespontonce School of Low. $471 Mazhatton Bide. Chicago, I 














Your choice of roo styles of the 
famous Piedmont genuine South 
ern Red Cedar Chests 16 days’ 
free trial. We pay the freight 
A i o—-¥ caaee woolens 
an plumes from moths, mice, 
Res Cowiza dust and damp. Distinctively beautiful 

ee Finest gift to any woman. Write today 
for our big new 56-page 


| Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 31, Statesville, N.C. 














WANTED ~AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


they may bring 
“How to Get 
Randolph & Co., Patent Attor- 


simple thing to patent. Protect your ideas, 
you wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions” and 
Your Patent and Your Money.” 
neys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 








Free Trial 





Stories with Smiles 
What He Would Do—As the subject 


for their weekly essay the schoolmaster 
asked his pupils to say what they would do 
if they had $1,000,000. 

At once all heads were bent, save one, and 
pens scratched busily. The one exception 
was little Willie. He calmly sat doing 
nothing, twiddling his fingers and watching 
the flies on the ceiling. 

At the end of the time the teacher collected 
the papers and Willie handed over a blank 
sheet. 

“How’s this, Willie?” asked the teacher. 
“Ts this your essay? Why, all the others have 


written at least two sheets, while you do 
nothing!” 

“Well,” replied Willie, “that’s what I 
would do if I were a millionaire!””—Phila 
delphia Ledger. 

Cost of Culture—The college fresh 
man year was proving very expensive to 
father, so father decided to have a “heart 
to-heart” talk with Charles, home for the 


week. 

“Now, son,” said he gravely, but affec- 
tionately, “your mother and I are spending 
just as little as we possibly can. I get up 
in the morning at 6:30 and I work until 
after 5. But, son, the money just won’t 
go round at the rate your expenses are 
running. What do you think we had bet 
ter do?” 

For a moment Charles’s head was buried 
in thought, and then he replied: 


“Well, father, I don’t see any way out 
but for you to work nights.’’—Philadel phia 
Ledger. 


He Had Enough of Beans—Bill Pink- 
erton of the Chicago detective force was 
accosted on State Street by an ex from 
Joliet, to whom he had shown some favors 
in former years. The ex being temporarily 
flush with money, invited Bill to have lunch 
with him at one of the fashionable restau- 
rants. 

The ex offered the bill of fare to Bill, and 
the waiter having taken his order, handed 
the French menu card to the ex. He looked 
at it a moment, puzzled at the strange 
hieroglyphics and then turned to the waiter: 

“Where are the pork and beans on this 
card?” 

The waiter indicated the item 

“Well, bring me everything above 
below that line.” —Joliet Prison Post. 


Scared Them off—The lady from Great 
Littleton was talking to a friend who lived 
in Lesser Littleton. 

“T’ve often wondered,” she said presently, 
“why you all combined to get your minister 
changed. What had the old one done?’ 

The Lesser Littleton lady settled herself 
more easily in the chair. 

“Oh, my dear, he was quite impossible!”’ 
she explained. “Why, he used to preach 
and talk about the responsibilities of marri- 
age so much that none of the unmarried men 
in the village had the courage to propose.”’ 
—Philadel phia Ledger. 


and 


Clinching Argument—A Northern at- 
torney, after acquiring a large South Caro- 
lina estate, formed the Eureka Debating 





Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott's Bitters is made 
more delightful and healthful. home of bitters by mail. 
25 ctsin stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. (Adv.) 











WINNING THE 
VICTORIA CROSS 


Sarka’s striking drawing on this week’s 
cover of Leslie’s pictures one of the 
acts of great heroism which stands out 
in the epic of the greatest of wars 

















People and events that get into the 
public eye get into Les/te’s, too. 


Pictures that make you see what 
the dailies try to describe show 
Leslie’s readers the news almost 


as quickly as the press associations 
can flash it in. 


Picture reporters in every part of the 
world and expert writers on finance, 
travel, trade, motors and sports in 
charge of its departments at home 
have made Leslie’s 4 merica’s greatest 
illustrated weekly newspaper. 


Its striking pictures, its inform- 
ative departments, and its wise and 
conservative editorial policy make 
Leslie’s welcome in more than 
410,000 good homes—the largest 
circulation of any ten cent weekly. 


Leslie’s 
table. 
below brings 


Leslie's 
Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 
225 Fifth Avenue New York 


belongs on your reading 
Five dollars with the coupon 
it for a year. 


J. 1-20-16 


Leslie’s, 225 Fifth Ave., New York 


Send me Leslie’s for one year, for which I enclose $5.00. 
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Society to encourage free speech among the 
negroes of the neighborhood. Oh his next 
trip South he was confronted by a proud 
winner of the society’s prize. 

‘Now, what was the subject of the de- 
bate, Sam?” asked the attorney. 

“De subject were, ‘What is de mos’ 
benefit to mankind, sah, de sun or de 
moon?”’’ answered the negro. 

“And which side did you uphold?” 

“De moon, sah. I jes’ argued dat de 
sun shines by day, when we doan’ need 
de light, but de moon it shines by night, 
when dat light certainly am needed. An’ 
dey couldn’t answer dat, sah!’’—Everybody’s 
Wagasine 


The Important Thing—They were 
speaking about looking on the practical 
side of things, and this incident was re 
( illed: 

One afternoon late in the fall Uncle Josh 
was driving slowly toward the town when 
an acquaintance excitedly rushed out to 
the road and hailed him. 

‘Say, Josh,” he exclaimed in a palpitating 
voice, “have ye heard the news?” 

‘No, don’t kalkerlate I have,” responded 
Uncle Josh, sociably stopping his team 
‘What kind o’ news is it?” 

** Jim Smith committed suicide,’ answered 
he other. ‘“‘Hung himself from a beam in 

barn.” 

Is that so?”’ thoughtfully rejoined Uncle 
Josh “Wonder if he got all of his corn 
husked?”’—Philadel phia Telegram. 


A Deep One—Johnny stood beside 
his mother as she made her selection from 
the huckster’s wagon, and the farmer told 

wy to take a handful of cherries, but 

child shook his head 

What’s the matter? Don’t you like 
hem?’ asked the farmer 

Yes,” replied Johnny. 

Chen go ahead and take some.’ 

Johnny hesitated, whereupon the farmer 
put a generous handful in the boy’s cap. 
\fter the farmer had driven on, the mother 
asked: 

“Why didn’t you take the cherries when 
he told you to - 

‘Cause his hand was bigger’n mine.”’ 
Christian Register 


Would Obey Orders—The foreman 
swore at Cassidy for not fully loading up 
his hod. The hod, he said, would hold so 
many bricks, and Cassidy must take a full 
oad up the ladder every trip. 

One morning the supply of bricks ran 

and Cassidy, after gathering every 
brick in sight, found he was still short of 
proper number. He yelled up to a 
workman on the fifth story. 


“What do vou want?” asked the work 


“Throw me down wan brick,” shouted 
Cassidy, “‘to make good me load.’’—Boston 
iranscripl. 


Where He Drew the Line—*‘Are you 
fond of music?” asked Miss Oldgirl. ‘ Not 
very,”’ replied Mr. Oldbatch, “but I prefer 


to popular songs.’ —Cincinnati Enquirer. 


A Hero—Jones—I see that a man some- 
where in Missouri tried to support two wives 
en $8 a week. Some bigamist, eh? Smith 

No. He was a hero.—Albany Argus. 
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STEADY WORK! 


This little girl began at the 
bottom and worked up! She is 
still on top! 


You will be sure of one bright 
spot on your walls if Enoch 
Bolles’ daring little rope walker 
hangs there. 


It’s the kind of a picture people 
stop and ask you about. 


Twenty-five cents and the cou- 
pon bring “Steady Work” and 


Judge’s Art Print Catalog. 
Something 


This catalog contains 62 repro- 


paper. Its regular price is 10 cents a copy. 


JUDGE 
ART PRINT DEPT. 
225 Fifth Avenue 





ductions in miniature, beautifully printed in sepia, on India tint 





STEADY WORK 
By Enoch Bolles 


to Make Your Room Cheery! 






JUDGE 
225 Sth Ave. 
New York 
nclosed find $.25 
which send me 
Steady Work” and 
‘s Art Print Cata- 



































Old Overholt Rye 


“Same for 100 years” 


AFTER a discomforting, rainy, 
windy day outdoors, how 
pleasant it is to reach home and 
take a bracer of Old Overholt Rye. 
Aged in the wood, bottled in bond, 
this distinctive pure Pennsylvania Rye 
embodies strength- 
. ening and ton- 
ing qualities 
that help to 
ward off colds 
and La Grippe. 


A.Overholt & Co. 
-Pitttburgh, Pa. 
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Wizard Repeating 
LIQUID PISTOL 


Will stop the most vicious dog (or 
man) without permanent injury. 
Perfectly safe to carry without danger of leakage. 
Fires and recharges by pulling the trigger. Loads from any liquid 
No cartridges required. Over 6 shots in one loading. All dealers, 


or by mail, 500. Rubber covered Holster, 1c. With Pistol, 65¢. Money- 


order or postage stamps. no coln. 


Parker Stearns & Co., 294 Sheffield Ave., Dept. E, Brooklyn, N. Y. 








BE AN ARTIST 
AKE Money Drawing Comic Pictures. Let the 
world’s famous cartoonist, Eugene Zimmerman, 
spill a few ideas into your head. Get the Zim Book 
it’s chuck full of valuable suggestions. Price $1.00 
postpaid. Bound in 3-4 Morocco. Satisfaction guar- 
anteed. Money back if book returned in ten days 


Address Zim Book Desk 1-29 


BRUNSWICK BUILDING NEW YORK 

























Vattey GEMS 


any style, 14 K, solid gold, regular di 


Look and Wear 
like Diamonds | 
Are being worn by the wealthiest people 
every where.Stand acid and fire diamond 
test. So hard they scratch a file and cut 
glass. Brilliancy guaranteed twenty-five 
ears. Will send you these wonde erful gems in 





—by express—charces prepaid, so you can see and wear them 
before you buy them. Whitejor big illustrated catalog and Free Trial Offer 


WHITE VALLEY GEM CO., 8/9 Wulsin Bidg., Indianapolis, Indiana 





Cortes AGARS 


“MADE AT KEY GAS 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouses 
20 Beekman Street, New York, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 





PERSONAL 


Messrs. GOODERHAM & WORTS (Limited), Toronto, | 
Canada, beg to announce that the whisky thev are now send- | 


ing to the United States is TEN YEARS OLD 





Passing the Mustard 


Concerning Cooks 


You may have heard of Constantine, 


-An ancient king. 
\ thousand cooks had Constantine, 
Which was, as it is plainly seen, 

A wondrous thing 


It was a wondrous thing, gadzooks! 
But stay, my rhyme 


You may have had a thousand cooks, 


Though merely not upon your books 


At the same time.—Kansas City Journal. 


Part of the Treatment—Patient (to 
pretty nurse)—Will you be my wife when 


I recover? 
Pretty nurse—Certainly. 
Patient—Then you love me? 


Pretty nurse—Oh, no; that’s merely 
part of the treatment. I must keep my 
patients cheerful; I promised this morning 
to run away with a married man who has 
lost both of his legs.—Maritime Med. News. 


But He Had Gone—Siranger (enter- 


ing)—Is the cashier in? 
Manager—No. 
Stranger—Gone for a rest? 
Manager (sadly)—No; gone to 
arrest.—Siray Stories. 


What it Would Say—* So Miss Banger 


played for you? She claims that she can 


make the piano speak.” 


“@ell, I'll bet if it spoke it would say: 
“Woman, you have played me false.’” 


Tit-Bits. 


Answered—“ Now,” said the professor of 
chemistry, “under what combination is gold 


most quickly released?” 


The student pondered a moment. 
know, sir,” he answered. “Marriage.” 


Dallas News. 


He Could Wait—Her father—The 


is, can not give my daughter a dowry just 


at present. 


Suitor—That’s all right, sir. I can love 
her for herself alone in the meantime. 


Boston Transcript. 


Salesmanship—“That hat, madam, 
makes you look 10 years younger,” said the 


modiste. 
“Good gracious!”’ exclaimed the 


tomer, “how old do you suppose I am? 


Yonkers Statesman. 


One of the Six—‘Is this a good brand 
of perfumery?” he asked, pawing over the 
lot on a bargain counter. ‘One of our six 
best smellers,”’ de« lared the clerk.— Louis- 


ille Courier-Journal 


Soft Soap “Yep, I got a job cooking 


fer a lady.’ 
“Gal, you don’t know nothing 
cooking ss 


“Don’t have to know nothing. She’s a 
bride and I’m her first cook.” —Kansas City 


Journal. 


Those Women—Patience—She has 


pretty mouth. 
Patrice—A mere incident 


“Yes, but one that’s never closed.”— 


Yonkers Statesman. 














Pennants 


for 


Movie Fans 


sy | geese FUN, the maga- 


LS “ zine of the happy side 
2 i “i of the movies, has made 
XY ‘ zy a collection ‘~~ ea 
FY = of little felt 
Il; Fil spine pies 
Y \ J os /bearing 
Se) uy the photo- 
sa y graphic re- 
productions 
of famous stars. 
Twenty-four of these 





9 
i, 





pennants lf you 
a full want to 
set will become 


be given 
away with 
each year’s 
subscription 
to Film Fun 
forone dollar. 
Film Fun 
tells you about 
the /aughs that 
never reach the 
screen. 
Striking pic- 
tures of the big 
features soon to 
be produced and 
intimate gossip 
of the profession 
told by the actors 
and actresses “‘be- 
tween reels” bring 
the making of a 
movie right down 
to your own door 


acquainted 
with the 
heroes and 
heroines 
you see on 
the film you 
can meet 
them, “at 
home” in- 
formally, in 


Film Fun. 


The pennants— 
they are eight 
and one-half in- 
ches long — will 










make a pleasing 
decoration for your 
room and Film Fun 
with its amusing 
anecdotes, its 
photographs and 
its humor will be a 
welcome addition to 
your reading table. 


HERE ARE THE STARS: 


Charles Chaplir Flora Finch Jane Gai 

Anita Stewart Blanche Sweet Mary Ful 

Ear! William Dustin Farnum Marguerite ( 

Lottie Pickford Warre = eee in June Keith 
Francis X.Bushman Francis Ford Bryant Washburn 
Richard C. Travers Grace Cunard Zdna May 

G N. Andersor Billie Ritchic Clara Kimball! Youn; 
Kathlyn Willian King Baggot Ruth Stonchouse 


Send in the Coupon Today. 





FILM FUN, 225 Fifth Ave., New York 


I enclose I t ription for 








FILM FUN 


One dollar a Year. 25 cents for 3 months. 
Ten cents a copy. 
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In what direction is he headed ?— 


THAT BOY OF YOURS— 
Are You Going to Make a Real Man of Him? 


Are you attempting to nourish his mental life on the predigested 
food of the modern juvenile “best seller,”’ or are you feeding him 
on the strong meat of the world’s greatest authors>—the deathless 
books that have stood the merciless test of time—creations of genius 
that fire the imagination—that have inspired boys and men to 
deeds of derring-do—that have created that generous freedom of 
spirit—that love of adventure which we are pleased to identify with 
the character of an American gentleman? 


And How About Yourself ? 


Has the absorption of dollar chasing so warped your mental vision 
that your horizon is limited to the petty confines of trade?>—In an 
age of fox-trotting, “movie” gadding—have you forgotten the purer 
joys of an earlier day—the delicious thrills of those hours you spent 
as a boy huddled over the pages of Robinson Crusoe? 











Among all the great authors whose stories have instilled ideas of forceful, robust manhood— 
that have fascinated and inspired readers of all ages, from the growing boy to boys of a larger 
growth from 18 to 80, there is one who stands head and shoulders above them all— 


Robert Louis Stevenson 


Another Brunswick Bargain for PROMPT Buyers 








Novels 
Short Stories 
Essays, Poems 


6 Cloth Binding Over 
Gold Decorations 250 
Large Clear Type Titles 


$ 1:74 


For the Set 


Volumes 











Entrancing Stories of Adventure, Mystery and Travel— 


of gold-belted sailors and bristling buccaneers, of piracy and hidden treasure, of shipwreck, of dark deeds on the lonely beaches of spice- 
scented Isles in Southern Seas —of swaggering blades and brawls, with glimpses of shady quarters of European capitals—if you love stories 
of the sort that will take you out of yourself--make you forget the humdrum 20th Century with its stale commonplace diversions—then 
you will devour every one of these volumes of Robert Louis Stevenson from cover to cover. 


But the closest scrutiny will fail to reveal an unclean thought or suggestive line anywhere in Stevenson. His men are men of Nature’s 
own stamp—sudden and quick in quarrel mayhap, but men of the sort that appeal to manly men. And as a story teller, Stevenson is 
a master of a style and art that defies imitation. 


Secure Your Set NOW 


AT A REAL BARGAIN PRICE 


| There is no anniversary occasion for which these volumes are not appro- 
S99) priate as gifts. What would tickle your boy’s fancy more than “Treasure 
Island>?”” For the younger children there is the rare “A Child’s Garden of 
Verses,”’ in which Stevenson catches the beautiful spirit of childhood in a 
way that no other author, save Dickens, has everapproached. Whatever 
in life or nature Stevenson touched, he described with a familiar realism that 
invested the creations of his fancy with the potency and charm of actuality. 


ORDER TODAY 


| The complete set is only $1.74, delivered at your door—if you are prompt. 


. 1-29 

= Brunswick Subscription Co., 449 Brunswick Bldg., New York City ‘ 
Enclosed find $1.74, in full payment for the six-volume set of Stevenson. Send books, carriage prepaid, to 
. Name Tritt 
BNR... so con Ws. 6600 00 0N0e.064066.056 05.040 > cae 6.088 ged bie gdb beaks eens eee ene 











Camels are sold everywhgre in scientifically sealed packages, 
20 for 10c; or ten packages (200 cigarettes) in a glassine- 
aovered carton for $1.00. We strongly recommend this carton 
for the home or office supply or when you travel. 


The choice Turkish and Domestic blend 


creates a new flavor you'll prefer to either 
kind of tobacco smoked straight ! 


Camels are cigarettes that meet universal favor! That new taste 
is distinctive. Camels are free from bite, parch and any unpleasant 
cigaretty after-taste ! 


Your quick-line on Camel quality, flavor, mildness—and the unusual 
satisfaction they afford—is to compare Camels with any cigarette at 
any price! Camels will stand the severest test and prove their 
superiority point by point! The blend makes this possible. They are 
so good you do not look for or expect coupons or premiums! 


Your appreciation of Came: blended Cigarettes wili increase when you 
personally know that they may be smoked liberally without a regret! 
The enticing mellowness of Camels is so backed with desirable body, 
and the flavor is so different, so refreshing, that no matter how many 
you smoke, Camels will not tire your taste! Camels 20 for 10c. 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO., Winston-Salem, N. C. 








The stamp placed over end seals the 
package, which keeps out air, thereby 
preserving the quality of the blended 
tobaccos. By inserting the fingers as 
illustrated, the stamp easily breaks with- 
out tearing the tin foil, which folds back 
into its place. 
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